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There to be crowned England* Royall King : 
From whence, (hall Warwicke cut the Sea to France, 
And aske the Ladic Bona for thy Queene : 
So (halt thou finow both thefe Lands together, 
And hauing France thy Friend, thou fhalc not dread 
The fcattred Foe, that hopes to rife againe : 
For though they cannot gteatly fling to hurt, 
Yet looke to haue them buz to offend thine cares : 
Firft,will I fee the Coronation, 
And then to Britanny Uecroffe the Sea, 
To efreft this marriage, fo it pleafe my Lord. 

Ed. Euen as thou wilt fwect Warwicke, let it bee : 
For in thy ihouldcr do I buildc my Seatc ; 
And Betier will I vndertake the thing 
Wherein thy counfaile and confent is wanting: 
%ichard } I will create thee Duke of Glouceftcr, 
And George of Clarence ; Warwicke as our Selfe, 
Shall do, and vndo as him pleafeth beft. 

Rich. Lec me be Duke of Clarence, Gfawg* of Gloftcr, 
For Glofters Dukedome is too ominous* 

War. Tut, that's afoolifh obfeiuation : 
BJchard, beDukeofGlofter : Now to London, 
To fee thefe Honors in poffcflion. Exeunt 

Enter Sinklo^nd Hamfrcyjvith Crojfe-bowes 
in their bands* 

(our felues: 

- Sink. Vnder this thicke growne brake, wce'lfiirowd 
For through this Laund anon the Deere will come, 
And in this couert will we make our Stand, 
Culling the principall of all the Deere, 

Jlnm. lie flay aboue the hilI s fo both may (hoot. 
Sinks. That cannot be, the noife of thy Croffe-bow 
Will fcarre the Heard,and fo my (hoot is loft : 
Heere ftand we both, and ayme we at the beft : 
And for the time (hall not fecme tedious, 
He tell thee what befell me on a day, 
In this felfe-place, where now we meane to ftand. 
Sink. Hccre comes a man, let's ftay till he be paft; 

Enter the King with a Prayer booke. 
Hen. From Scotland am I ftolnc euen of pure loue. 
To greet mine owne Land with my wifhfull fight : 
No Harry, Harry, 'tis no Land of thine, 
Thy place is HUM, thy Scepter wrung from thee, 
Thy Balmc wafht off, wherewith thou was Annointed : 
No bending knee will call thee Cafar now, 
No humble futers preafe to fpeake for right : 
No, not a man comes for redreffc of thee : 
For how can I helpe thcm,and not my felfe ? 

Sinks I, heere's a Deere, whofe skin's a Keepers Fee : 
This is the quondam King ; Let's feize vpon him. 

Hen. Let me embrace the fovver Aduerfaries, 
For Wile men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. 

Hum. Why linger we?Let vs lay hands vpon him. 
Sink.. Forbearc a-wMejWee'l hearc a little more. 
Hen. My Queene and Son are gone to France for aid; 
And (as I heare)thc great Commanding Warwicke 
I: thither gone ? to craue the French Kings Sifter 
To wife for Edward. If this newes be true, 
Poore Queene,and Sonne,your labour is but loft; 
For War wi eke is a fubtle Orator : 
And Lewis a Prince foone wonne with mouing words : 
By this account then, Margaret may winnehim, 
For (he's a woman to be pittied much : 
Her fighes will make a batt'ry in his breft, 
Her tcarcs will pierce into a Marble hearc : 
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The Tyger will be mitde, wMesTS ^ d^thm ft 
And Nero will be tainted with i cmorfe, fne : 
To hearc and fee her plaints, her Brinifh Tear Pe 
I,but(hcc's come to begge, Warwicke to *j It 
Shec on his left fade, ^umg ayde for * ' 

He on his right, asking a wife fdr Edward, * 
Shee Wcepcs, and fayes, her Henry is deposed. 
He Smiles, andfayes, his ^avir^isinftaurd- ' 
That (he (poore Wretch) for grcefe can fn A 
Whiles Warwicke eels his Title, fmoothsE W 
Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength, on Si 
And in conclufion whines the King from her 
With promife of his Sifter, and what elfc, * 
To ftrengthen and fupport King Edwards pl acc 
OA^^m, thus 'twill be,and thou (poore foul \ 
Art then forfaken,as thou went'ft forlorne. ' 
Hum. S ay, what art thou talk'ft of Kines n 
KingMovc then I fccme,and leflc then I w^C 5 ** 
A man at leaft, for leffc I (hould not be : m t0 

And men may talke of Kings,and why not I > 
Ham. I,but thou talk'ft, as if thou wer'ta Kin 
King. Why fo I am (in Minde)and that's enoL 
Ham. But if thou bcaKing,whercisthyCrown > 
King. My Crowne is in my heart,not on my hj 
Not deck d with Diamonds,and Indian floncs ; 
Nor to be fecne : my Crowne, is call'd Content 
A Crowne it is, that fildome Kings enioy. 

Hum. Well, if you be a King crown'd with Content 
Your Crowne Content,and you,muft be contented 
To go along with vs. For (as we thinkc) 
You are the king King Edwardh&th depos'd : 
And we his fubic£s,fworne in all Allcgeance 
Will apprehend you,as his Enemie. 

King. But did you neuer fweare,and breakcanOath. 
Hum. No,neuer fuch an Oath,nor will not now. 
King. Where did you dwell when I was K,of England? 
Hum. Heere in this Country,where we now remainc. 
King. I was annointed King at nine monthes old 
My Father,and my G randfather were Kings : 
And you were fworne true Subie&s vato me: 
And tell methen,haueyou not brokeyour Oathcs? 
S*V/.No,for we were Subic£te,but while you werkin* 
King. Why? Am I dead? Do I not breath a Man? 
Ah fimple men,you know not what you fwcare : 
Looke,as I blow this Feather from my Face, 
And as the Ayre blowes it to me againe, 
Obeying with my winde when I do blow, 
And yeelding to another,when it blowes, 
Commanded al wayes by the greater guft : 
Such is the lightncffc of you, common men. 
But do not brcake your Oathes, for ofthatfmne, 
My milde intreatie (hall not make you guiltie. 
Go where you will, the king fliall be commanded, 
And be you kings, commanded He obey. 

Sinklo. We are true Subie<5h to the king, 
King Edward. 

King. So would you be againe to Metric, 
If he were feated as king Edward'is. 

Sinklo. We charge you in Gods name & the Kings, 
To go with vs vnto the Officers* 

King* In Gods name lead,your Kings name be obeyd, 
And what God will,that let your King pcrforme. 

And what he will, I humbly yeeld vnto. E xemi 

. 

Enter KSdward,Ghfter y Clarence y Lady Gray* 
Kim. Brother of Glofter.at S. Albons field 
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<r7Ljyei Husband.Sir Richard Grej,<m$ flame, 
Si Land then fciz'd on by the Conqueror, 
ul fuit is now,to repoffeffc thofc Lands, 
a Lh wee in luftice cannot well deny, 
g£ fe in Quarrell of the Houfe of Jjrfc 
?» worthy Gentleman did Iofe his Life. 
f %cb. Your Highneffc fliall doc well to gtaunt her fuit : 
tf 2ercdiibonortodenyither. 

^yea,isitio: 

T fee the Lady hath a thing to graunt, 
i fore t he King will graunt her humble fuit. 
(Verne*- Hcc ^ no wcs the Gan ^^vv true hee keepes 

the winde f 
Rich. Silence. 

King* Widow, we will confider^^Bur fuit, 
And come fomc other time to know our minde. 

\yil Right gracious Lord,I cannot brooke delay : 
May i [ p' Cft ^ e y our Highneffe to refolue me now, 
And what your pleafure is,fliall fatisfie mc. 
Rich. I Widow? then lie warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleafes him,fliall pleafure you : 
fight clofer,or good faith youle catch a Blow. 

Clarence. I fcare her not,vnIeflc fhe chance to falU 

Hick God forbid that/or hee'le take vantages. 

King. How many Children haft thou, Widow i tell 

^ Clarence. Jthinkehe meanes tobeggeaChildof her. 

Rich. Nay then whip me : hee'le rather giue her two. 

Wii. Tbree,my molt gracious Lord. 

Rich. You fhali haue foure, if youle be rul'd by him. 

King. Twerc pittie they fliould Iofc their Fathers 
Lands, 

Wil Bepittifull,dread Lord,and graunt it then. 
King. Lords giue vs leaue, Ile tryc this Widowes 

wit. 

Rich. I,good leaue haue you, for you will haue leaue, 
Til) Youth take leaue,and leaue you to the Crutch. 
King. Now tell me, Madame, doc you loue your 

Children ? 

Wti. I,full as dearely as I loue my felfe. 

King. And would you not doe much to doe them 

good? 

md. To doe them good, I would fuftayne fome 

King 4 Then get your Husbands Lands, to doe them 

good. 

wii. Therefore T came vnto your Maieftie. 
Sing. lie tell you how thefe Lands are to be got. 
Wil So fhall you bind me to your Highneffe feruice. 
King. What feruice wilt thou doe n?e 3 if 1 giue them? 
Wil What you command,that refts in me to doc. 
King. Bus you will take exceptions to my Boone. 
Wd. No,gracious Lord,except I cannot doe it. 
I,but thou canft doe what I meane to aske. 
Why then I will doc what your Grace com- 

Hce plyes her hard, and much Rainc wcares the 

As red as fire ? nay then,her Wax muft melt. 
Why ftoppes my Lord ? fliall I not heare my 

An eafie Taskc/tis but to loue a King. 
That's foone perform'd, becaufc I am a Subieft. 
Why then, thy Husbands Lands I freely giue 


md. 

mand*, 
Rich. 
Marble, 
Clar. 
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Taske? 
Kingt 
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Wid. I take my leaue with many thoufand thankcs # 
Rich. The Match is made^fliee feales it with a Curfic 
King. But ftay thee,*tis the fruits of Joue I meane. 
md. The fruits of LoueJ meane,my louing Liege. 
King. I,but I feare me in another fence. 
What Loue,think'ft thou,I fue fo much to get ? 

Wid. My loue till dcath.my hunible thanks,my prayers, 
That loue which Vertue beggcs,and Vertue graunts. 
King. No,by my troth 3 I did not meane fuch loue, 
md. Why then you meane not $ a» I thought you did, 
King. But now you partly may perceiue my minde* 
ITidi My minde will neuer graunt what I perceiue 
Your Highneffc aymes at,if I ayme aright. 

King. To tell thee plaine,I ayme to lye with thee* 
Wid. To tell youplaine,I had rather lye in Prifon, 
King. Why then thou fliait not haue thy Husbands 
Lands. 

md. Why then mine Honeftie fliall be my Dower, 
For by that loffe,I will not purchafe them. 

King. Therein thou wrong'ft thy Children mightily. 

Wtd. Herein your Highneffe wrongs both them &mc: 
But mightie Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadneffe of my fuit : 
Pleafe you difmiffe me,eyther with I,or no. 

King, I,if thou wilt fay I to my requcft ; 
No,if thoudo'ft fay No to my demand. 

md. Then No,my Lord; my fuit is at an end. 

Rich. The Widow likes him not , fliee knits her 
Browes. 

Clarence. Hee is the blunteft Wooer in Chriften- 
dome. 

King. Her Looks doth argue her replete with Modcfly, 
Her Words doth flicw her Wit incomparable, 
All her perfeftions challenge Soucraigntie, 
One way t or other a (hee is for a King, 
And iliee (ball be my Loue,or elfe my Queene. 
Say ? that King Sdward take thee for his Qticcne ? 

md. Tis better faid then done,my gracious Lord: 
I am a fubicfl: fit to ieaft withall, 
But farrc vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King. Sweet Widow,by my State I fweare to thee, 
I fpeake no more then what my Soule intends, 
And that is,to enioy thee for my Loue* 

md. And that is more then I will yeeld vnto : 
I kno w,I am too meane to be your Qiiecne, 
And yct tod good to be your Concubine. 

King. You cauill, WidowJ did meane my Queene* 

md. ' Twill gricuc your Grace, my Sonncs fhould call 
you Father. 

King. No more,then when my Daughters 
Call thee Mother. 

Thou art a Widow,and thou haft fome Children, 
And by Gods Mother,! being but a Batchelor, 
Haue other-fame. Why,'tis a happy thing, 
To be the Father vnto many Sonnes : 
Anfwer no more,for thou (halt be my Queene. 

Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift. 

Clarence. When hee was made a Shriuer,'twas for (hift. 

King. Brothers, you mufe what Chat wee two haue 
had. 

Rich. The Widow likes it not, for (bee lookes very 
fad. 

King. Yould thinke it ftrange, if I fliould marric 
her. 

Clarence. To who,my Lord i 
King. Why Clarence jo my felfe* 
%&.That/ 


